IN AN HOUR.
BY NOhA PERKY.
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ANTIHOIPATION,
“1'LL take the orchard path, ” she said,
Speaking lowly, -miitng aluwlf:

The birook was dried within 1ts '
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MARK NMASCALLS CONGENIAL
SPIRIT.

“AxD it was shont as tall a weddin® a

they get up, 00, snid the vounz man, o

little sheopishiy, but <till very prondly.

He wns having his brothoer's wieddine
aldvertised in 8 oty newspaper. e
thought, someliow, that evervhody must
foel an intere<t in their wedlidine, even to
the sharp, business-like elerk who took
his money and his silvertisement behind
the counter in the elty newspaper offfo:,
To Dick Haseall, a conntry boy, yvoung. a
little bit * grvin,” unused to eramnd woeil-
dings, city ways, or oty finery, this wel-
ding of hiz brother’s was the one resplen.
dent event in the history of the world, It
wns somethine to drenm over and el
abhout, Duat the -}l:lf'}r husiness clork be-
hind the coanler in the --;1_\' NeWSPaper
office puid no attention 1o Dick Huseall,
He fernore=] the ba<hiully boastful little
remark in the loftiest manner, as thouzh
& il weddine * was the most ondinary
thing in the workl to him, as though b
had a *tall wedding™ of his own every
day in the vear. for that matter, Dick
ikl dizppointedd st the sharp clerk's
eviden! want of svmpathv, and turned and
went out without venturing HUY more 1e-
marks. Now, if "] s thst newspaper
clerk, I'd have eertainly asked what the
bride wore, and who married “em, wouldn®t
‘\'ult 4

Dick Huseall’s hrother®s name was Mark
Huasrnll, 4 coun v Hoolmuster, with a
Eweet tenor volee—a frmer’s son he wis—
who had marrisd on short :lr-rilt:li!ﬂ.‘.'nr'!'
Boll Goswall, a gay, brilliaut city girl, who
plaved the piano.  She played socompani-
ments, while e sang = Dreaming of Thee,
Love," with his swet and in
hree weeks' time they could n i
away from each other. After 4 le
and extensive acuadntanoe of SIX wieks,
Mark Haseall went, one Friday night, to
the modest domicile w hich was the Lhome
of his futher and mother, and =aid :

“* Mother, | am moinge 1o e married,”™

“ Yo 20 ix that brindle ealfy,” remarked
Drme Haseall, sarcastically.

“ But, mother. it's =0." said Mark. 'm
roing to v married as soon as schiool*s ont
to Bell Goswall,  You've seen her, haven't
vou, mother? ™

Dame Hased]]l @t down the pan of corn
donugh, with which she was feeding her
spring chivkens, and wipeil hor hrow with
her apron.

“ Markey, Markey !
she suid 'lj'\”_'-'- .

"“‘Il‘.. mather,
about belne moarricd #°
vhlwl’fil“_\‘. “You wers
’.‘;|1|\\"“

Dame Haseall recovered her presence of
mind  immediately,  She pever waste
any time in giving way 1o her emotions,
She picked up the bowl of corn dougl;
agrain,

“Mark,™ snid  she, ¢ is it
been tellin® e ®

“Sore, mother, 1 all the way
from Sweethriar to tell you abont §r.*

Lenor Voiee,

T

Pran’t skeer me,™

what i= there seary
responded Mark,
marrisd, you

truth vou've

he come

Mother Haseall looked at him with her
crimmest, most * meat-axey " expression,
SR von've engaeed  vonrsel! to that

ity sirl, have von ? - And now
the house, march 1o your roon
clo=et o] =hint the door, aind ov
vour knees a=k God A'mghty to for-
grive voul for hein’ a fool 1™

she eupty dongh pan, and
hounse in a muost

Vil 2ot

oy into the

lown on

nak her
wilked slowly into the
stately manner, without another wond,

Murk frowned with vexation at first,
then n I.:PI;;h'-‘-}. then be fell to I||ilih|r|'_'
how fittle his okl mother knew about him
amd his Isabel, and about true love in gen-
ernl.

They were married as soon as ever his
angelic Isabel's multifarions and multiglo-
rions weliding could he pre-
pared, It was a “tall welliding.” sure en-
oitgrh,  Tsabel™s father was not a rich man,
amd he spent nearly all his worldly sav-
ings to give his daoughter a magniticent
woeddding and some forks and spoons, Then
he washied hiz hands of hor future, and Jeft
her to hor husband and Providenee, So
they were married bocause they could not
exi=t without ench other,

It was one of those huarried matehes
which sometimes take place between two
voung peaple whom the fates have decresd
slinll miake fools of themae ves,

Thev did not keep house, hecan=e Bell
disku’t know how to werk, and, secondly,
because they had no honze to keep.  They
remalned at Farmer Hageall’s, and they
hiad not been marr <1 three months befors
they began to discover that two congemal
soiths who bzl been mated  in hoven
forvhand, and born foreach other, and that
sort of thinge, coulid nevertheless |=Il.\l'h'|
ke two sguabhlinge picvons,  Dame Has-

warmets

1
eall worked for them and was rather kind
but grim amd, on the whole, not encone-
acing o g sweet sirl-bride, who wor: white

trimmed with e
didn*t know how 1w

Swiss morning  robes
awl inserting, aud
make =ofl =oup,

“ 1 think voudon't understand dear Bell,
mother,” explained Mark, *“She s net
ane of th frivolous city girls who ean’
o anvthing Yt dune thumb the
prino, Denr Bell has o very superior intel-
lect.  Thut’s what attracted me to herfirst,
yvou know,  That desr girl actually knows
political econmmy:  and her favorite an-
are Mrs. Browning and Tennyvson
atid Emerson.” :

and

thors

“ 1 don’t know nothin® about Enny=on
Teamerson," Dame Hasenll, in
disdain. ““Buat I doubr Mrs Temerson
didu’t learn her how to make a loal” of
vienst iz bread, orto rai=e a brindle ealt
biv hamid, or to do auything else that a poor
tarmer’s wile e to pat e r shoulder to,
' how to do them things i= what |
vin® knowledee,
. I spoae. T wich her well, and
il teach her how ta make
tuke care of calves and cabw

answered

It

[

to himszell as he turned
hought how his brilliant wite
1z the thonght oftouching her
dainty band 1o a4 churn, it the smile
wits more than half a sigh.  Mark workeed
in the hayticll, He had alwavs been nn
industrious lad, but never steanilly. Soame
davs he would wosk like a stem ox.
crowding into one dny ns much as a slow
mein would do in three davs, then mavhe
be wouldnt it bis hand for o week. He
wits just =0 in everythinge. AUl his life
went by jerks,  He wanted something to
hold him  steady, Dame Haseall said,  He
seemed 1o have found it with his new wife
at tirst. e worked wvaliantly on the
fiarin, and came home at night tired, hun-
grv, and with sofled clothes, not at all the
trita gallant who had won the love of dain-
1y Bell Goswell, It wasn't alwavs agree-
able to Mrs. Bell to put up her retined lips
to be kissed by 2 man who had dirty hands
and dust in hiz mustache, By and by she
lefl off coming to meet him when he came
from work. and rangined in the vineeov-
eroid poreh reading Margant Fuller. In
cogguence, Mark wasn't alwaysassweet
tempenyd 4= Bell thought him bhetore they
wire quurried.  Bell pever learned to
it brindle exlf Hy hand,”  She de-
Clured she could not endure the thonght
o ~uch cogrse things,

“Mother s poing to take 2 summer
bo I"l...?' Ih_'“‘“ salid Mark, one day., He's a
|1ml‘ Ot painter, | belleve, or some fllow
ike that, He's enming ount here to fish,
;‘“ I{T‘IM-‘ idenl heads he's ot iy his own
MEUA.

* What™s he like ™" ysked Bell,

srhiedd

* Oh! a uscless fellow, wasting idle days, | ambitions shone before her again,

—
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.
| guess, He reads poctry, and §5 of the | was bat twenty when her ill-=tarred mar-
) e

temry sort. ringe ended in a mizerable divoree; only
“Good I said the beautiful wite, “Then | jus beginaing life then, so to speak. The
af last I sliall et somebody i this for dream of  her  girlhood.,  betore
lorn eorper who eares for something that ' she met Mark Hazenll, and  fouwl
I do. 1 shall b =0 glad."* in him her * congenial soul,”™ Ll
Mark sighed nguin, but this time there been to go on the stage and be

was not the ghost of a smile along with | funous. Ah! 1don't suppose there ever

the sigh, They were drifting apart, and | was a romantie boy or girl who didn’t have |

{ yet he and his beautitul city wife had not | the same dream one time or another. The
! been married six months ambition came back to her now with a

The “smnmer hourder™ came—a lazy,  wild hesrt-bound. If she could becomesnn
| good-iouking artlst, execedinzly intelli- | astress, and show than all what she was
zent, execedingly polished in his manners, | capable of =Mark, who had blichted her
He sovd Bell beeame good friends. They | life, as she said to herselt, the conrse old
took pleazant walks together while Dame  mother-in-law who snubbed her, and even

Haseall was eharningand Mark was work-
ing in the field.  They read poetry and
philosophy together till Bell began to be
bright and animated azain,

“It's quite like old times,”™ she sail o
Mark. “Now I've fonnd =omebody ut
last who Iz 1ike my own set, the friends |
ned to Know before 1 eame to this dull
liI'I 'll‘l‘l'.”

Mark trowned, *“It =eems to me, Mrs.
Haszesll, that you would like to forget
ontirely that you've got a husband,” he

| said, dryly.

However, she |

“Oh, dear, no! But yon are no eompn-
ny to me now any more, you know."

This time Mark didno’t sigh.  He frown-
e darkly, and muttered something Bell

jeonidn’t hear, though it sounded sgvage.

summer lengthened into autumn, bat
the boarder still lingered, and onee a neigh-
hor remarked to Dame Huaseall that her
danghter-in-law and her boander seeme]
very much pleased with each other's com-
jEny,

So they were,
on o halfsshaded bank reading.
radiant in her gray autumn dress and soll
shawl, The artist looked at her witly nn
mistakalile adiniration, a2 he lakd down
the ook and said :

“Mr=. Haseall—there is—I beg your par-
don, but how did you ever happen to
marry vour hushand and settle down in
this desolate spot?  Believe me, von il
vourself a grievous wrong when
buried vourself alive here.”

“Sometimes | begin to think [ made
a  mizstake,”” answerel Mrs. Haseall,
‘__"llhllti“\',

“Mistake I ochoed the artist. “You
have thrown your life away., 1 wish—
Mrs, Hazeall, T must pnint vou before |
o, | have heen looking for 4 faee which
would be my ideal of Tennyson’™s Maude,
for months, The moment I saw your
face, I saidto myself, Hereismy Mande.™

e picked up the book again.  **This is
how [ should paint you, Lady Mande,
listen :

‘Ul and clear-out face, why come you so oru-
elly mwek ¥

king n slumber in which all spteenful folly

was drowned,

Pale with the golden beam of sa eyelash dead an
the cheek,

Passionless, pale, cold [nce, star-sweet on w

loom profound.*

A s«rong sadden hund parted some
bushes pear them, atanned, wrathfal Gee,
with white teeth mleasming through the
sut-burnt beard, glowerad at them, and a
wrathful volee exelagimed :

“Praps you'd like to paint Ler hns-
vand, too, wouldn’t you? Dinsmore, if
vou want to kuow why she married me
and threw her life awny. I'd recommend
vou to ask me, By the Lord Harry!
roadum, Ishogll think you'd be ashamad
of vourself, dawdling away your time
with a sentmmental donkey like that, and
Ietting vour husband®s mother wait on
youi Iike n slave! Bt'”.—::u home,™*

she looked at him o moment a8 il she
cortld have strack him down, =0 much
passion shot ou! of her hluzing eves, 1e
never thought it was in her. But she
recollected almost instantly that it was un-
philocaphical, ax well 4= unlady-like, to lot
the Old Adam rise in her soul,  She look-
el at her irate lond a second and answered,
ieily :

*Mr. [azcall, perhaps you overheard me
remark, £ moment ago, that I sometimes
feardd 1 had made 4 mistake,  Allow me
to remark, now, that 1 am sure 1 have
mnde 4 mistake,”

He swore savgely, and tfirned on his
heel and strode away. He did not ecome
to dinner nor to tea, A little after mid-
night =omwething came tumblinge anid
Kicking at the front door, and the some-
thine was Mark Haseall, and tor the
first thoe in bis life, Mark Haseall was
ieavily intoxicated. It is a mun’s way.
you know

That was the beginning of it After
that, no more peace, nomore love for thoze
two. Murk Hascall's life went by jumps,
and be had taken a long and desperate
downward leap. Their life henceforth

One morning they sat

wus n series of bickerings and bitter quar-
rels.,  These two sonls that could not

exist apart, von know. At the end of =
vear, Bell went home to her father's, an
il=tempered, disappointed woman, to hang
like a stone on the shoulders of the father,
who, but one little vear before, hugd rabiluy
hiz hands and mnfll‘\' whispered to him-
self thiat he was rid of the burden of one of
his children. at any rate.  Then Mark
drank himself beastly drunk to drown his
troubies, and followed her to take her
home aeain,  She refusal to oo, and there,
in the presence of her mothier and sister,
b raised his hand and struck ber in his
drunken rage,

Even then her eold

presenee  of mind

didl not leave her,  She  pushed him
acrozs the threshold and out of doors
with her own hands, and made as il

=he would have spurnped him with her
foot,

*| shall make applieation for a divoree,
to-day,” she said to him in her calmest
volee.

It sobered him instantlv,

“ Do vou realiy mean that 7 he asked,

S0 i]t'lir e l;ml. I do! [ will never
live with you another day, For your fu-
ture | hiave neither faith, hope, nor chari-
ty. 0 L

She pointed with her hand to the street,
and he went away without a wonl, In
due course of time, a vear and a half after
these two congenial souls had been pro-
nounced one, becaase they were unable to
exist away from each other, a divoree was
granted to Mre, Haseall, and the eénstody
of thelr infant son given to her, she eing
in every way fitted to rear him properly
the court saidl,  The most common oceur-
rence in the world, vou know—happens
every day.

Mark made no remonstranee to any juirt
of it. e did not drink somuch as belore,
bt seemed sunken into a snllen, leaden
apathy. On the day the divorce was grant-
el hie came to the house and asked 1o see
his lirtle boy.  Even Bell could not find in
her heart to deny him, especially as her
tormar husband was perfectiy sober. She
carried the child down stairs herself,

o Y oun are free now,” said Mark.

* Yes," she apnswered, with enthusiasm.
“The old dreams and old ambitions seem
to shiine before me again. [ ke off vour
ring and return it o vou, and with that |
put off the old Jife forever, Thank God, |
am free! T am going to put the past out
of my life so entirely that 1 shall not even
remember it 1 have no memories: |
have hopes—ones more I have hopes.
am free, free! A hope i5 better than a
memory., Ah, [ have wings !V
|~ Andthe liitle cliid ¥ said Mark, soft-
¥.

Her cheeks flushed hotly.,  She clasped
the haby closer. I shall take him with
me Wherever [ go.” she answered. +1
shall devote my life to him, and try to
make him wiser and better than his father”
—she hesitated a little, and then added
gentiy—**or his mother.”

Now that it hud really come, and she
wis all free fromn the drunken husband.
the comrse mother-in-law, and the horri-
ble old lite, with itz shameful Ili\'l.'prin:.‘rg._
was it odd that she suddenly felt a stranes
sonse ol sadness and melancholy ¥ Thoese
who have passed througha like experience
will understand it.

Mark kissed the baby.

“ Well—good hyve,” he suid.

“ Good hye,” she answered,

RBut neither held out a hand across the
eull’ which lay between,

I=ibeel hiad =aid that the old dreams :\rﬁil
She

Bell was ‘_\'tull‘ﬁ olil.

you |

hier own futher and mother, who scemed
tiree! of her and disappointed in herand to
look upon her as a barden on their hands,
anil whao somehow didn't seem to eare or
her as they nsd,

She dido™t consult all her friends ahont
it. She made ap her mind all to herselr,
and when she was rewdy to go she just
went, and the friends stormed afterward.
When you want to do a thing, the best way
is to goand doir, [sabel was young, bright,
hand=ome und persevering, therefore she

| sneceeded, and when she was suceesslul
! her friends who had tarned their backs
on her turned aronnd face front again, and
Copened their arms, 1Cs the way of the
world,

Her {ife was full of upz and downs and
petty vexations, too, and hard work ; but
throughout it she hul one steady joy—her
brave, bright, pretty boy, her Leon, Moth-
er's heart could not have longed for a tiner
son, He grew amd thrived like a June
blossom, until one morping I=abw] remem-
bered it was his birthday, and he was ten

He had never given her a mo
ment’s sorrow in his life, except that when
i was a very little ellow, he uzed to
run to her from his play sometimes, and
say :
“*Tommy's papa is going to take him a
ride.  Where is my papa. mother 7"
At such moments life seemed very bitter
[ for a little while,  As the chilid grew old-
er, however, he ceased to ask her soch
questions.  He secmad fo undesstand it
himself, And now Leon was ten vears old,
anid she had heard no word of Mark Has-
eall sinee the day he kissed the ehild and
wentawiay,
| That snmmer she took her boy and went
| to an obscure farm house in Maine for the
vacation, Though in Maine the settlement
wds as new and **anfinished ™ one might
sav.as any place in the Western wilds,
That was why she chose it. She saw 50
much art all the year rouml that the very
breath of nature rested and sladdened her
life. They had neither doctor nor mini
ter in the settlement.  They didn’t peed
any doctor, they said, and no minister liked
=0 rourh a living as theirs was,

The old lady at the farm-honse gave Isa-
bel her best bed, coversed with the delight
of her eves, her *saw-tooth ™ quilt, with
calico teeth so sharp and flerce that they
looked as il they might have sawed your
head off at any moment,  Isabel liked i,
bhecause it was old-fashioned and country-
ish, and somebow, @5 she grew older,
eountryish things began to be beantifuld to
her eves. I think it is <o with wost of us,
Brave Leon wasas full of childish happi-

as his little body could hold, e
made acquaintance with the pigs, sheep
and cows at onee, and was soon on excel-
lent terms with even the old mother hens,
He watehed the nests in the morning, amd
ever and anon came running merrily in,
holding up a fresh-laid ege, and cackling
to Imitate the brown hen that laid it,  Isa-
bel thought she was happier than she b
ever heen before, glad with the innocent,
heartful happiness of ehildhood,

One day Lemn fell into the little river,
and hefore they conld reseue him the
bright, sweet, loving child was drownel,

I=abel would have torne her heart out to
bring him to life again, and when that
wonld not do it, she could have torn her
heart ont with agony. Theonly jor, only
hope of her lonely  life, was tmken awuy
Shie cursed the hour shie was born.

“ 1t vour hushand was only alive to help
vou bear i, it wouldn® be so hard,™ said
the mild, sweet-faced old Lindindy. It
uppenrs like u man’s arm is strong to belp
a woman through troubles.  Pyve had six
children. and I buried four of them whoen
they were little, "Peared like it would
have killed me when 1 lost them, only for
my husband, He held me up. There is
no friend 80 near toa woman as a good

hushand.  Forty years my old manand |

' hawve held together, through good and bad.,
und the older we get the more good there
isand the less bad, and in a few vears
more, please God, it will e all good, and
no bad any more,” said the dear old Ly,
reverently, :

Izabel wept bitterly,  * 1 have no friend
in the world, not one, now in my trouble,™
she said,

The old lady held up her hands in (dis-
may. ** Don't take on like that,” she said,

Her son came in and whispered to her.
sShe urose and went out with l]lilll.

“ Mother,” said the voung man, ** there
is not a preacher within twenty miles of
bere, What shall we do for a burial ser-
viee¥™

Aguin the old lady held up her hands in
di=may. *To be sure!™ she exclaimeed.
“ But there's the schoolmaster, John, He
i= a kind, Christisn man, and will say it as
beautifully a8 any minister conld. He
onght o be a minister, this day, and he's
alesson to "em as it i, There never was
«» zood and wise a man in the settlement,
Jolin, or oue the people loved so.  Get the
schoolmaster, John.'

They told lsabel, who was in such a
maze of grief, poor, heart-broken, lonely
creature, 1hat  she scarcely knew what
they said, They had the child's faperul
in the school-house, and all the neigh-
hors, good, kindly people, came to help
her bury her dead.  In the sehool-house
[sabel covered her face, and scarcely saw
the tall, pale man in black, who stepped
timidly up the open space beside her boy’s
coflin. He read a ehapter which is very
blezsed to bereft mothers

“Sufler little children to come unto me,
and forbid them not, for of such is the
kingdom of God.™

el heard that, even through the

darkness of grief, Then the schoolmaster
sung a hymn, Isubel started when she

lward it.  For the voice which sang was a

inis

Tss

thrillingly sweet, rich tenor voice, and the |
hymn was one which onee mother-in-law |

Haseull sang at a chilid®s funeral,
I=abel looked up, as the beloved school-
| master advanced and with reverent hands
uncovercd the face of her boy. He look-
ed at her too, then, and alzo at the dewd
child in the coffin. ‘1 hen he began =oflly
and gently:

--Lhis little ope—""*

He stoppedd.  While they looked to see
what it meant, there came a sudden, heavy
full. The beloved sehoolmaster hud Fiint-
ed across the coflin of the dead child.  1sa-
hel's heart seemed burstine, while they
lifted him up and sprinkled his fiee with
water. . For the pale face of the belove]
schoolmaster was the face of Mark Has-
eall. He recovered himselfin a minute,
aned sank beside the coffin, clasping it in
his hands witha bitter ery.  Driven by an
impulse she eould not resist, lsabel hur-
riedd forward and fell on her knees beside
him, and they wept together beside their
dead child's coffin,

May be the bright spirit ol the dead lit-
tle child embraced! them both in hiz tender
Arms.

Do you know what the rest is? Itis
never quite possible to be entirely off with
an old love, We never can foel toward an
old love exactly az we feel towunl the rest
of the world.

Atter a Hittle thme Mark Haseall and Isa-
bel, older, sadder in some ways. wiser
through some gall-bitter life lessons, join-
ed their hands again ina holy bond, this
tipe without any dimmonds or splendor.
And this time it was a holy bond indesd,
lullowed by the swemory of what had
been,  Between them thére §s nothing
now but peace, love and happiness. It is
hecause they choose to have it so, snd
mike it so.  They will go down hand in

hamd to a benutiful old age, like the be-

lovedd oldeouple whom I see sometimes, |

hending together over a newly opened
| rose, or leaningover the gate, talking soft-
Iy and looking at the diztant green hills
ke Christinn viewing the Delectable

Some Adventares With ('l!amonnh.l

It is doubtful if any specimens of the
catamount, or panther, ones the terror of

Mountainz, | am sure that no young love | our forests, now survive in the State of

i< hindf <o bes
wentle olld love,
[zahw] writes as follows to a friend who

eng to leave him because they are nal
» congenial,” and cannot live together in
peace, Thus:

ISADEL TO HER FRIEND,

“ 1 have learned all 1 know of happiness
through a sorrowful experience: therc-
fore i< wy knowledze worth something,
Do not let the pernicions idea take root in
your kead that you and vour husband are
not *congenial’  The baleful poison of
this moddern philosophy has ruined hosts
of homes,

* [ know that there are no two well dis-
posed persons of sound mind on earth,
who cannot live together pescefully, hap-
pily, even, if both make up their minds to
dov it

*till death do part'—is the best, wisestand |

[ eapable of Killing a fox-hound.

| to turn out for them.

atifil, hall =0 sweet as this| Vermont; but as late as in 1867 two of

these animais were Killed in different parts
of the State, In the autumn of that year,

his quarrels with her husband, and threst- | 8 fox-hunter, near the foot of Aseuntney,
Mountain, in Weathersfield, Vt., had a vaiu- |

able hound mysterionsly killed., All hisef
orts were viin to trmee the cause of the ani- |
mal’sdeath, The mangled remuins found
showed that the dog had received terribly
rourh nsage, but what =ort of antagonist |
had done the deed, the hunter could not
even guess: for it was not supposed that
there was any wild animal in the viciuity
Sote
timne afterwards, several children on their
way to school one day, met a strange ani-
mal in the rosd. It did not scem incline]
On the contrary, it
Caced them with so firocious an appear-
ance that they turned and fled. Most for-

The saered, old fashioned way— | tunately the animal did not pursue them.

When they reached home and told what

holiest, A serap of an old poem which 1| they had seen, their parents could not be-

hrain us [ write ;

remd vears and years ago, flits through my )

¢ Steep Lhe soul
In one pure love, and it will Isst thee long,**

|
A Colerado Fiend.
| Itisnot so very long ago that it was
chronicled in these columus how a party
by the nume of Packer had arrived at Del
Norte, declaring that he was the only sur-
vivor of a party of six that had started
early in the spring from Utah for the San
Juan mines, the rest having killed and eat-
en ench other to preserve themselves from
starvation. According to adviees from
that point, Packer’s story has been found
=0 fur true that his five companions have
been killed, but there is every reason to
suppose they have been murdered by him
for the suke of plunder,

Some two weeks ngo, Captain C. H, Gru- |
ham, ef Del Norte, while prospeeting on |
the sonth branch of the Gunnizon, came
upon the corpses of five men lying in some
brush at the toot of a lofty pine trée in a
secluded valley, The bodies were all more
or less mutilated., The head of one had |
been seviered from the body ¢ the head of
another was badly erushed, while the flesh
had been cut in huge masses from the
breasts, thighs, and the fleshy part of the
legs of all, and bullet holes gaped in the
region of their stilled-forever hearts, The |
bodies of two were in a pertect state of
presvrvation, so as to be easily recognized,
but the remaining three were mutilated,
20 that their own mothers would not have
known them,  Near one of the bodies wus
an open pocket-hook, in which was a mu-
tilated note in favor of Israel Swan, for
S0, but besides severni blankets and tin
cups, no other personal property of any
kind wus to be seen,  The. discoverers of
this fearful crime did not attempt to alter
the condition of the bodies, but started (or
saguache, where Purker, notwithstanding
his cannibaliztic story, had been econfined,

He had, ,llb\\'('\’l't’.jll.-t before contrived to
o escape, and s supposed to have sloped
for New Mexico, There sesms but little
doubt that the five dead bodies ure thiose of
George Noon James Humphrey, Sam Bell,
Israel Swan and Frank, with whom
Packer startedd from Salt Luke,

This, oo, does not seem to be the first
assassination Packer is eredited with hav-
ing committed. Four yedars ago he is sail
to have Killed three men on the Divilde, in
El Pazo county. the Sheriflt of which offers
a rewand of $5300 for his head for doing the |
=aine,  The Sherill of Saguache also offers
S20 for his arrest and return to that place,
I'he deseription declares him to be a
stocky, thick-set man, 5 feet 8 inches high,
and about 30 years old.  Two of his front |
teeth are wanting, and the first amd fourth
tingers of his left hand.

Uhe fact of the lesh being eut in the
manner deseribed  off the bodies found by
Uaptain Graham, might seem to give car-
reney (o the iden that Packer’s story wis
partially true, and that he had Killed them
to avoid starvation, Buat there are enough
game and berries in that distriet of coun-
try to render such ecannibalistic measures
unneces<ary, and the faet that no articles
of value were found on either of the dead,
confirms the theory that they were mur- |
dered for their earthly possessions.—Den- |
ver News, Aug, 25,

-~ |

A Singular Aceident.

; : 5 I
T'he Providenee Press contains the fol-

lowing account of a very singular accident
and parrow escape from death : |
A remarkalile aceident, which came near
resulting in the death of & young lady,
ocenirred at the Delaine Mill in Olneyville
to-day. Margaret Donnelly, aged 18
vears, of No, 10 Howard street, is em-
ployed in the sewing-room and runs a
sewing-machine.  Aboat 9:30 o’clock this
!morning one of the young men at work
in this room took up a rope, some (wenty
feet in length. for the parpose of throw-
ing it over oneof the nails suspended from
| the ceiling, in onder that he might *pull”
| some cloth over it. A noose was fixed at
the end of the rope in which one of the
| endds of the cloth is placed, and by thiz pro-
! cess the cloth is drawn over to another
| machine, situated =ome thirty or forty
feet away. The rope was coiled up like a
lasso. but in throwing it from him the
| young mun miscalenlaced the distance and
it was sent over one of the main shafts,
which passes through the =ewing-room
|into one of the adjoining rooms. The
noose canght Miss Donnelly firmly around
the neck, and before she was aware of it
she was drawn suddenly upward.  Her
assistant, 1 young woman some years her
senjor, took in the situation at a glanees,
and grasped her by the waist, meanwhile |
sereaming loudly for assistance. A young |
man Standing near by ran to the aid of the |
unfortunate young woman and grabbd |
her by the dress.  All three were pulled
up ome ten feet or more, when Miss Don- |
nelly’s head eame in eontact with a board |
prajection near the shaft, the rope gave
way, and they were violently precipitated
to the floor.  Miss Donnelly was picked |
upin an insensible condition and con- |
veyed to her residence.  DPr.J. B, Greene
was summoned, and on examination it
was found that her neek had been serious- |
Iy bruised, and she had sustained other |
severe infuries. It is expected that she |
will recover, |
Her ecompanion also receivid a severe |
wound on the head.  We learn that no
| Blame is attached o the young man who |
had charge of the rope. The escape was o
mirnenlons one,
S -

The New King of the Turf.

A Saratoga letter to the New York
yraphic says : Not having seen the great
the next thing was to see the vie-
torious racer § so te-day 1 drove out to call
upon Felloweraft.  Felloweralt is as gen-
tle as a little dog, aml submitted to being
kissed and patted with a quietness that
almost hecame patronizing condescension.
He has not a proud air, however, like
some of the macers of his family, notably
' his uncle, Asteroid, who always strikes an
attitnde when vizitors approash him. Fel-
lowcraft looks rather meek, but yet has an
air of determination, as if conscious that
when things become serious he would
show who was who. He is s chestnut, and
has some of the Lexington marks, a pair

of very Jlong white stockings on his hind |

legs, and a goodl-sized star on his forehead.

His mane and tail ark decidedly blonde, |

just the red-vellow with which the blonde
of the period has familiarized us, He had
on his traveling clothes of red fannel, but
one of his attendants kindly removed his
bhoonet to show his face, Felloweraft hurt
himself not a whit in the race; he came
| in—those prezent at the finizh told me—
| perfectly fresh, and looking as if he could
run another four miles, e ate a good
square ment], fall mitions, as soon as it was
offered him after the race, and no hetter
sign of health can a horse evince,

lieva the story. The description given by
the children answered to that of a cata-
mount, bat as no such creature had been
seen in that thickly sertled region for near-
ly forty years, it was decided that the
voung people must have been frightened
by a dog.

On the 30th of Jannary, however, a
hunter by the name of Venight stroek the
track of some strange animal. and feeline
curious to learn what had made it, fol-
lowed the footprints to the top of Pine
Hill about one wile south of Downer's
Hotel. There he found the tracks led
intoa den.  Night was approaching and
he could not stay to investigate. He
could hear a low growling in the den, anid
this convineced him that some dangerous
animal was hidden there, Finding nia-
terials near at hand, he stopped up the
hole as near a8 he could, and went home,
The next morning, in company with sev-
eral other men who were armed with guns
and had shovels alzo with them, he re
paired to the spot agin He found
that his prisoner had not eseaped.
The only way of reaching him in safely
spemed to be to dig down to the den
from above. After two hours of labor
they cleared the carth from the rocks over
the eave, and found & small hole through
the roof. Then procuring a rail, they
thrust it down through this aperture, s
immediately o fieree snarl eame up from
the darkness below. The next moment

| the end of the rail was spitefully seized,

and held so firmly, that the man who stood
at the opening could not pull it away.
Several other men took hold with him,
and drew the rail up by main strength,
bringing the animal along with it, As
spon as the ereature’s head appeared above
the rocks, a ball was fired into it, The
catnmonnt (for the men were certain now
it was a eatamount) relinguished his hold.
and dropped to the bottom of the cave
aguin. This operation had to be twice re-
peated before the fierce animal was Killed,
When he was dragged from the cave he
meastured, from the tip of the nose to the
end of the tail, seven feet and nine inches.
He was thirtv-two inches high,and weighedl
one hundred and twenty-one and one-hall
pounds. The skin was staffed by P'rof
Hagan, formerly State Geologist, and is
now on exhibition at Downer’s Hotel,
Weatherstield, near the foot of Azeutney

|\ Mountain.

T'he sume year, on the 18th of Decem-
ber, & man by the name of Gomen, living
in the town of Johnzon, on the Lamoill
River, was roing throngh a piece of wols
to the house of a distant neighbor. On
hiz way he saw in the srow the tracks of a
liarge animal with which he was not ac
quainted. He followsd the footprints,
andd, after some time, the creature jtsel
started up from a clump of bushes, and
confronted him. It wasa full-sized catn-
mount. One glanece at his long, lithe
body, his flery eyes and merciless testh,
was suflicient to remind Mr. Gomen that
diseretion is the better part of valor—ai
least to a person unarmed —and  he ineon-
tinently took to his heels, Going home,
he eoon gollected thirteen men  with
runs and three good doms, and with this
1oree he returned to the woods,  Dividing
here, one party went around and station-
el themselves where they could head off
the catamount should he attempt to o~
cape, The other party with the dogs fol-
Jowed up the track.  They had not goue
half a mile before the catamount showed
himself on the other side of the woods,
where the first party lay in wait for him.
One of the hunters fired, and wounded
him in the hip. At this, the dogs being
close upon lam, the animal turned, and
with an enormous lesp plunged into the
undergrowth., The ground was level |
here, and it iz asserted that this single leap
of the huge cat measured from twenty-five
to thirty feet. Afer tearing his way
through the thickets for ten or eleven
rods, hotly pursued by the dogs, he sprang
inwo a tree, and commenced jumping from
oae tree 1o another.  Finally, reaching a |
large sprace. he curled himself upon a
limb, nearly forty feet from the ground,
and feed his enemies.  The bunters were |
close upon him. Several shots were fired,
most of them taking effeet, and one ball |
brought him to the ground. The dogs
rushed upon him, but wounded as he was,
they soon found that they were no mareh |
for the flerce animal in a close fight,
They would have paid dearly for tneir
rashness had not a rifle-ball put a speedy
end to his struggles.

This catamount was eight fect and a
half-inch long, and two fect seven inches
high. Hiz weight was one hundred and
two pounds, He wasvery lean, and when
his gkin was stripped off, the cause of his
leanness wae dizcovered. His head and
shoulders were filled with porcupine's |
guills. One or more of them l};llll passed
entirely throngh his head, and many oti-
ers were half way through, showing that |
at some time he had made rather sorry |
work of trying to devour this small but |
formidable kind of prev. Had he been in !
good tlesh he would have weighed much
more, and in that case, too, it is likely he |
would have sold his life much more dearly
than he did,—Franklin B, Gage, in Fouth's |
Companion.

==- - —

The Sireets of Moscow,
e |

Russia boasts her civilization, but civili-
zation cannot be called perfect till the art
of keeping clean is thoroughly understood
and tho-oughly put in practice, From the
following deseription of the old Museovite
capital by a foreign correspondent we
should suppose the city needed another
fire equal to the one that burned it down
in the path of Bonaparte :

When the thaw comes, and the sun be-
gins to shine, Moscow becomes a city ef
stinks. All the long-imprisoned animal
and vegerable matter which the frost has
kept sweet all the winter, now poizons the
air and by the month of May the cholera
usually =ets in.  Russia is the headgoar-
ters of cholera, and no wonder, consider-
ing that in matters of cleanliness and
common decency the Russianz, as a na-
tion, are yet children. Indeed, it is frum
Russia that the cholera taint has been
wafted westward into Europe.

Europe suffers by itz propinguity to
Russia, just as a cottager suffers from his
neithor's duaghill, be his own_cottage
and belongings everzo clean. No words
ean give an; idea of the filthy and neg-
lected state of a Russian town in spring
and summer. In spring, for instance,
owing to the bad paving and draining,
every street is either a water-course or a
mOTass,

At Moscow, especially, owing to the un-
ture of the soil, the stones sink and become
displaced, and the black mund oozes be-
tween them. A horse that has sunk up to
hi= belly in mud is no uncommon sight in
the streets of Moscow. [ have frequently
been obliged to hire a carriage to take mi |
across the street, and this mot from an
delicacy about soiling my boots. [ have in |
| my time seen bad roads of all descriptions, |

and on both sides of the world, but 1 have
never seen any roads in town or country
so atroclously bad as the streetz of Mos-
cow. The pavement, instead of being an
improvement, makes them worse, for it
rises here in hillocks, and sinks there to
form holes full of water or liguid mud.
As soon as the mud dries and turns into
dust, many streets resemble the dry beds
of mountain torrents, and the

rock and roll in them like ships in a
storm., The sun is very hot in the carly
spring, and in consequence of this, and
the eold. dry wind that prevails, the air is
full of dust.

A Texas Romance.

Years ago, and yet not so many, for it
has been sinee the war, some i~
ment arose between a couple of married
folks in one of the old States, and after
much pain and suffering and public ex-
posure of family affuirs in the couris, a
deeree of divoree was obtained and they
who had stood at the altar of Hymen to
be joined in union were parted st the altar
of Justice, to which they had appealed.
‘Their own way each of themn turned, and
long years have comeand gone since then,
The husband and father traveled with his

burden to the golden shores of California. |

and there, no doubt, tried hard to forgive
and forget. The wife and mother, with
their babe, strugeled with the skeleton of
her deadened life and in time came to
Texas. By some fatality the husband
came to Texas also.

Last Friday they both were aboard the
train bound from Galveston to this eirty.
The little danghter, while looking euri-
ously over the car at all the strunge faces,
suddenly caught sight of her long gone
futher. Before her mother could stay her, |
she had rushed to him erying ““Papa!/
" The ereeting of father and ehild

pupa ! ‘
wias touching and beautifal. Al the old

'Posting an Old Couple on Historie
Spots.

On the train the other day were a very
confiding old man and a very innocent old
| lndy. Tney had pussed away five-sixths of
their lives hidden away behind the hills of
Vermont, and were going to Western
Michigan on a visit to theirson, After a
little skirmizhing round the old gentleman
pitched into me shout the “crops,” “sile,”
and when | found how innocent he was. [
gave him all the information [ could, All
at onee, 4s he rode along, the wife canght
his arm and exelpimed :

* Look out, Samuel, or you'll be forget-

that place where they fic!”

‘he old man explained.  He suid that a
young man who camme down from Canada
with them told him to look out for the bat-
tle-field of Braddock's defeat as soon as he
left Detroit.

I was going to reply that the young man
was an infernal lar, but the old lady «wem-
ed to have set her heart on seeing the

|spot, and the old man was so anxious
| that [ couldn’t bear to disappoint them.
, When we got down into the woods [ point-
| edout the “battle-ield,” and they put their
heads out of the windows and took in the
| seene,
| = Think of it, Hanner!"™ exclaimed the
old man, as he drew in his head; ** think
of them Injuns crwrin;l(‘ through them
| woods and shooting Mr. Rraddock down
dead I

*My sonl!” replied the old lady seem-

ingly overcome at the idea, and she Kept

| her eyes on the woods until 1 thought she |

would twist her neck off.
We got along all right for about five
| miles more, and then the old man wanted
to know if we weren't down pretty near
the spot where Tecumseh fell.
“Where ! [ yelled, and he said that the
i same voung man had informed him that
| the railroad ran close to the identical spot

emotions, all the smothered love of wife | where the great Indian warrior fell and

and child, came back in an instant,
“Mamma is here,” said the little girl ;
“eome and go to her.””  And she led her
father up to the astonished mother, and a |
poetic predestination was accomplished,
They met and talked as of yore, and soon
all was well with them again. Chastened,
as by fire, they seemed to know each other
beiter. The sequel is soon told. |

After reaching Houston the serviees of
Rev. Mr, Hackett were called for, a license
aobtained, and the marriage vows resumed
with a far better understanding of their
nature and sanetity. And thus it is “All's |
well that ends well."—Houston (Texas) |
Telegraph. Aug, 28,

—~—————————
Heroie Rescue,

The Old Colony (Mass.) Memorial has |
the following account of an act of hero-
ism :

One afternoon when a sudden storm oe-
eurred, Osear Marsh, of Duxbury, assist-
ant keeper, was in charge of Plymouth
upper lighthonse, which stands just out-
silr the harbor, .Just before the squall |
Henry Marsh, a brother of Osear, came |
near the light in his sail boat and had a
conversation with Osear. Immediately
after leaving, and when in mid chaonel be-
tween the lighthonse and Dick’s Flat, the
squall struck his boat which was at once
thrown down, the ballast shifted, and she
remained upon her beam ends, Oscarsaw
the aceident from the light, but was appa-
rently without means of assistance, the|
only boat in the vicipity being a small
dory anchored some forty yards from the
light. Meanwhile, Henry had crawled
upon the exposed portion of the boat. |
where he clung for life, the water rising
rapidiy, the wind meeting the tide, and
cansing ashort, combing sea. A moment,
and Osear had made up his mind,

He first lit the lighthouse lamps, that
they might be in rewdiness in case of any
aectdent to himself, Then, stripping off
all his elothes, he lashed & pair of oars to
his back, and leaping from the buildin
into the water, now raging with the full
foree of the sadden gule, he started to
swim for his dory. 1t was a toilsome ser-
vier, but at lust =afely performed, and soon
ufter he was alongside the wreek, bat not
a moment too soon to save his brother
from his perilous position. Taking Hens
ry into the dory. almost helpless from ex-
haustion, they strove to seve the sail boat,
and finally sueceeded in towing her into a
siafe anchorage, wich the loss only of an oar
and rudder.

The whole performance occupled about
an hour, and at its conelusion both broth-
ers were saved from death and in the light-
house, nearly prostrated from the long
exposure and severe exertion.

An Artificial Face.

At a recent meeting of the Medieal Soci-
ety of Loudon, s member, Dr. Hutehin-
son, exhibited a patient who had lost a
larze portion of his face by disease, and to
whom the deficiency was supplied by arti-
ficial means in a way similar to that by
which some of our dentisis treat loss of
palate, nose, ele, '

The disense had resulted in the destrue-
tion of the superior maxilla, all the
spongy bones, and also the =oft parts, in-
cluding the nose, some of the cheek, the
upper lip, and nearly all of the soft pulate.
A rhino-plastic operation being deemed im-
pructicable, the case was treated mechani-
cully. To supply the lost parts internally
an apparatus was constructed of \rulc'zmilt.l
bearing mineral teeth, which articulated
with those of the lower jaw, and this was
held in position by the vuleanite being
adapted to the whole of the inner surface
of the nasal fosse, thus affording a hold
by means of suction. For the sake of
lightniess the whole of the apparstus was
hollow, while the outer surfuce was coated |
with soft gutta percha; the floor of the
artificial picee formed the roof of the
mouth. Mr, Hntchinson had also made
an artificial nose of vulcanite, Thiz was
fixed to the man’s face by an_elastic band
which passed around the head. The junc- |
tion was prrtially hidden by means ofa
moustache fixed to the upper lip, which
was also artificial. Mr. Huchinson eom-
ments on the fact that the man’s oecupa-
tion (be was a mason) and his position in
life compelled him to treat the case in the
simplest manner possible, Various deli-
icate improvements in the shade of color,
mode of attachment, and usefulness of
mastication, could be made in the case of
persons in a  higher sphere of life, who

slept.

“1t'll be a powerful favor to me an’
Samuel if ye'll point out the spot!™ urged
tue old lady, placiug her hand on my arm,

How could I go baek on what that brazen
young man had said?*  The old folks had
made up their minds to see the spot, and
if [ didn't show it to them they might wor-
ry for weeks, and they might think the
yeung man bad lied, or that [ wasn't posi-
ed in the historic spots of my own S'ace.
Lor’ forgive me, but a mile farther on 1
pointed out a hill and said :

& Behold the last resting place of the
great Tecumseh !
~ “*Think of it, Hanner—just think of it !**
excliimed the old man, *right there is
where they got him "

*Mercy! bat it don't seem posssible !
she ejaculated, and she had to get out her
snuff-box before she could recover from
the shoek.

‘I'he old gentleman said he had a partie-

| nlar interest in seeing the spot, because he

knew the man who killed Tecumseh—

| uged to live right by him.

* He must have been an awful Injun!™
broke in the old lady, *for the young man
said he didn’t die till they had cut off his
head, and feet, and hands, and blowed the
body up with a barrel of powder!™

I wanted to get away alier that, fearing
that something worse was comineg, but
she insisted upen my taking a pioch of
snuff, and so [ kept my seal. We were
just beyond Brighton, when the old man
came at me like a steambout, with :

* Now, then. how fur is it to the spot
where they found the Babes in the
Woods?®

I wanted to get out of it, but how could
[? That young man had deliberately led
to those nice old folks, and I hadn’t the

| moral cournge to tell "em so, und thus had

to make a liar of mysell. 1t's awtul to de-

| ceive any one, especially 2 good old man,

and a fat and motherly old lady on their
way to the tomb,

* That’s—yes—that’s the spot!" 1 said,
a8 we came to a dark piece of woods,

* I'hink o' that, Hanner ! he said, his
bead out of the window, *think of them
babes being found there!”

* Yes, it was feacful I she replied—
“seems as if I eould almost see them stub-
bing about in there now !

There was another hnetoric spot of which
the young man had told them, but they
had forgotten it, and 1 was never more
thankrul. ‘They kept qu.et until the
‘brgkeman yelled ount, *-Lansing,™ and
th‘eu the old man bobbed up and exclaim-
ed:

“ Lansing—Lansing—why, here’s where
they hung Tom Collins, ain’t it

He explained that Tom Collins, a Chi-
cago desperado, had murdersd eleven old
women and drank their blood for his liver
complaint, and after befnz hunted for
miles and mules, had at Jeugth been eap-
tured at Lansing, cut to pieces by the in-
furiated populace, and then left hanging
to a tree.

I had to point out the tree, It was a
tree near the depot, and the tail of a Kite
had lodged in its branches.

“There’'s whar they hung him, Han-
ner!"™ said the old man, strefching his
neck.

** And there's some o® hiz shirt left yet!™
exclaimed the old lady, and as | backed
out of the car, the good old man was re-
marking that he was going o ask the
train bov if he didn’'t have the pamphlet
life of Tom Collins, so that they could get
further particulars,—Deéroil Free Press,

——

Directling a Postal Card.

The Ponghkeepsie (N.Y.) Newssays: On
Saturday a letter was received on a postal
car on the Hudson River Railroad, having
this queer direction : First canie the name
of the party to whom the letter was in-
tended—Rev. Mr. Somebody or other.
Below this, neatly fastened 1o the envel-
ope, was a fish-hook, painted red. Then
came the rest of the direction, *Dutchess
County, New York,” The clerks looked
at it, pondered the matter deeply, and
were inclined after severe study to give
the matter up, likea hard conundrum,
Aflgr o while one of them suggested Fish-
killffis the destination of the lvtter, a fish-
hook being used to kill fish, of course.
‘That did for a first guess, but another
clerk beat it all hollow by suggesting
“Red Hook." This evideutly was the

lace meant by the funny letter-writer.
Eut another difficulty arose, There are
two Red Hook post-offices in Dutchess

wonld appreciate Ee-limy of manipulation.

A Cireus of Fleas.

The latest excitement in Berlin is the |

exhibition ef drilled fleas, The exhibi-|
tion takes place on u large sheet of white
papet fustened upon an ordinsry table, to
which all the spectators nplprolch in turn, |
80 1= to be able to witness in all details the
extruordinary maneuvers of these little,
but marvelously powerful and gifted s
cals, Iere you see one of the muscular |
fleas rolling a small barrel along with its
feet, 25 the men do in 4 cireus; there you
see g slim, voluptuously built madam of |
the species walking along in crinoline and
carrying her parasol, with all the affecta-
tion of a ety mis=: at another place a |
well-trained fellow performs on the Aying
trapeze—without any danger to his neck,
however, since the biggest fall would not
bresk that; while below the trapeze, on
the paper, a host of little ones are turning
sonfersaults at a fearful rate,

specimens of the collection have n
trained to draw wagons, drays, carriages,
ete.  To fix the harness properly onthe
the flea-timer places his pupils on a piece
of paper covered with mucilage, where
they have to stick. He then, by the aid
of n watchmaker's loop, armanges a strong
gold thread around their bodies, and at-
taches it to the wagon or ». The
ladies of Berlin attend the exhibition in
large numbers, and seem to take an ex-
traordinary delight in the performance of
the little creatures. who are fed regularly,
every morning, from the arm of the great
fea-tamer.—Hearth and Home.

BrUSETTES are in fashion now, and the
blondes are pale with envy,

eounty; one Is Red Hook proper, or
| “lower,” and the other is Upper
Hook., To which of these offices should
the letter go? Further study caused thst
trouble to vanish also, for was not the
point of the fish-hook turned downward
to indicate the lower Red Hook? Of
course it was, and the clerk triumphantly
deposited the letter in the lower Hed
Hook mail-bag, and before this time’
doubtless the dominie has had his eyes
giaddened by the sight of the red tish-hook
sent to the ﬁ;wnr Red Hook by his wag-
gish correspondent.
i~ S
WE seem at last to have reached hard-
in the matter of murder. Mr. Rae, of
<as City, had a dispute with the late
Mr. Schneider concerning a game of cro-
quet, and, instead of braining him with a
mallet, went for a shot-gun and roquetted
twenty-six buckshot into his opponent’s
heart—a big joke on Schneider, which
took in dead earnest. We thoughr that
| when men took to killing each other for
muffing hot bug-smashers and ]u_zglhi:s
keen sy-ctitters at base-ball, we
| got about as low as we could go, but this
Kansas City incident reveals our error.
And now we shall expect to read that a
| Quaker and a Mennonite, while playing
mumble-peg—both being considerably un-
der the infiuence of ginger-beer—became
involved in a quarrel concerning a knotty
point of the game, and Killed each other,
| —S¢. Louis Globe.
“ Soxxy, how did you get that hole in
our pants ¥ “You know old Snarley ¥
| “Yﬂ.” “A.ndhii dog?" u‘ ﬁ." uweu“
thereby hangs a tale, and hereby hung the
| dog, and-—that’s the hole story.™

PUNGENT PARAGRAPHS,

Tax School for Scandal—Plymouth
Church.

A LiTrie mnﬁl of her ill-tempered
unda': “He *t got asingle laugh in his

Josn Bririxas “Success don't kon-
sist in never ing blunders, but in
gﬂtr making the sume one the seckond

m‘“

“ My twin-brother is a pile<driver,” i3 in
aristocratic circles driving out ““That's the
sort of hair- I am,” as the correct
phrase for self-laudation.

Two young men out riding were passing
a farm-house where a farmer was trying to
harness an obstinate mule. *“Won't he
draw ?" said one of the men., “Of course,”
said the farmer, * he'll draw the attention
of every fool that passes this way.” The
young men drove on.

Ax accommeodation train between James-
town and Lake View was the scene of a
little incident on Thursdsy. *“You don’t
think that the boy is under 10, hey, and

ou won't m for half fare? Just
ook at that, will ye?" And from out the
old carpet-bag the old lady,with trembling
eagerness, brought the well-worn family
Bible, and turning to the page reserved for
births and deaths, held it triumphantly up
under the conductor’s nose, with, “Does
that look as though I was a har, young
man ¥ With such testimony before his
eyes, the conductor could do no less thau
pass the boy for half fare, amid subdued
applause from the passengers,

Waexs the Rev. Mr. Hallock was settled
in Plainfield it was his eustom to collect
his own salary, tor which every voter in
the town was assessed, Calling upon Mr.
D., the blacksmith, one day, he sald: 1
have a small bill against youw.” ** And for
what?* * For preaching.”™ Sail Mr. D.,
“I have heard none of your pr--m'hinsr."
“The fault is your own,” said Mr. 11,
“the doors have been open, and yoo
might have come in.”" Not long after, as
Mr. H. was one ing the black
smith ghop, Mr. v, hailing him, sald: “1
have n small bill against you." * And
for what? said Mr. H. * For shoeing
rour horse.” I have had no horse shod
ere,” said Mr. H. *“The fault i your
own,” replied Mr. D., “the doors have
been open, and you might have come in.”
Mr. H. paid the hill.—Congregationalist.

Harry sat at hisfather’s side at a friend’s
table. Semebody passed him the brewd,
Harry touched a piece that was dry o he
dropped it and took a softer one. ** My
son,” said the father reprovingly, * never
touch a piece of bread or eake thut you
never mean to take.'” Harry ate his bread
and remembered. After a while the cake
wius zadd round. When it came to Flar-
ry, the little fingers made n quick adroit
movement, hauled off three large
slices, *“Why, Harry !” eried his father,
“ Well, papa,” saidl the boy. bravely.
** you mﬁ me to tike all the pieces I
touched, and [ touched all these.” ** No,
no, my =on; I said to touch only what
you meant to take.”" * And that's just
what I did, papa. [ meant to take every
one, and I tried for that other hig slice
with the pile of sugar on it, but I didn’t
quite get it.” Everybody laughed, and
the father wisely concluded to give Harry
his next lesson in table etiquette at home,

Factory Bafter.

Under the factory system, the market
is now supplied with cheese of good snd
uniform quality, and at prices that corres-

nd favorably with other articles of diet

n daily use. It is true there is still much
cheese placed upon the market that is of
inferior quality, and, also, Jarge quantities
of rich cheese that, from imperfect ripen-
ing, will not bear transportation, espeei-
ally to foreign markets. Nevertheless, we
are yearly improving in this direction, and.
undoubtedly, will continue to do =0 until
we shall produce cheese that shall mnk as
first-class in any market in the world. As
this 15 being brought about, the consump-
tion and demand will inerease, thus giving
new impetus to this important indnstry.

The present lack in dairying in the We.t,
ia a system by which butter can be made
by the same system as is cheese ; for fue-
tory butter, like factory cheese, always
commands an extra price.  That is, while
it does not, peghaps, bring the price ob-
tained by cert individuals who make
large quantities of butter, in home dairies,
it does bring prices higher than are ob-
tained by what are considered to be goml
dairymen. What is now wanted, is the
fostering of butter fictories, or the com-
bining of butter-making with cheese-mak-
ing in the same factories, so that, in the
spring and fall, and during the winter,
when fresh-made butteralways commands
good prices, more attention could be paid
to its manufacture,

There is every indication, now, that first-
class butter will command higher prices
than usnal this fall and winter. This was
the case last winter : in fact first-class but-
ter always commuands high prices In the
West, and the resson why such is the case
is that there is never a full supply of what
was, at one time, known as -gilt edge”
batter, but which now is not taken on this
brand unless the maker is well Known,
Really firstclass butter, however, will
bring a large price even in summer, it
sent to market cool, and thereafler Kepst so.

When butter can be contracted for at

thirty cents the year through, there is ful-
Iy as muech or more money in if, as in
cheese at current prices, if the value of the
skimmed milk and butter milk be taken
into account.
While butter may be manufactured in
small dairies, of fully as good quality as in
large ones, there are certain  necessities as
ice, uniform packages, and facilities fo-
carrying and shipping, that are absolutely
necessary, 'These can be more cheaply
obtained in factories, for the amount of
butter made, than they can be in =mall
dairies, These, aggreguted, would forms
a great saving in the manufucture of but-
ter, and consequently in the profijs, (o say
nothing of the absolute uniform quality
of the product. For this reason, we nguin
vrge the more general establishment ol
butter factories in the West, either sepa-
rtely, or, as we believe would be move
profitable, in connection with cheese fiac-
tories,— Western Rural.

Egzs vs. Meat.

Would it not be well to substitute more
for meat in our daily diet? About
one-third of the weight of an egg is solid
nutriment. This is more than can be said
of mest., There are no bones and tough
pieces which have to be laid aside. A good
egg is made up of ten parts shell, sixty
parts white and thirty parts yelk. The
white of an egg contains eightv-=ix per
cent. water; the yelk fiftv-two per cent.
The average weight of an egg iz about two
ounces, Practically an egg is animal
food, and yet there is none of the disagree-
able work of the butcher necessary to ob-
tain it. The vegetarians of England use
eggs freely, and many of these men are
eighty and ninety vears old, and have been
remarkably free from illness, A good egg
is alive. F he shell is porows, and the oxy-
gen of the air goes through the shell and
keeps up a kind of respiration. An egy
s00n becomes stale in bad air, or in very
dry aire with carbonic acid. Eggs
may be dried and made to retain their
g)alnem for a long time, or the shell may
» yarnished, which excludes the air, when,
if ke%tp in a moderate temperature, they
may be kept good for years, The French
people produce more eggs than any other,
and ship millions of them to England an-
nually. Fresh e are more transparent
at the center, old ones on the top. Very
old enes sre not transparent in either
El::e. In wnxe:‘gl which ona—:;:;h of lﬂl]l:
been dissolved, good ege and in-
different ones swim. B:Fw:w float in
pure water. The best eggs are lail by
w::géheﬂthy hens. If they are properifr
gd‘ eggs are better than if they are al-
lowed to eat all sorts of food. Eggsare
best when cooked four minutes, This

he | takes away the animal taste that is offen-

sive to some, but does not so harden the
white or yelk as to make them hard to Ji-
gest. An egg, if cooked very bard, s dif-
ficult of digestion, except by those with
stout stomachs ; such eggs should be exten
with bread masticated very finely. An ex-
cellent sandwich can be made with eggs
and brown bread. An spread on toast
is 0t for a king, if kings any better
food than anybody else, which is doubtiul.
Fried are less wholesome Lhan boiled
ones. An egn into hot water is
not only a e me, but a deli-
cious lrm.b Most people spoil thle mtt'
of their eggs by adding pepper and .
little sweet gmer is the E;z dressing.
contain much Pharphq srus, which

is supposed to be useful to those who use

their brains much,—Powitry Review.
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